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"The only suitable attitude toward oneself and the world 
is the awareness of pathetic, slapstick comedy. You go 
staggering around the big top and they keep hitting you 
with bladders, stuffing you into funny little cars with 18 
other clowns, pursuing you with ducks." 


- John MacDonald 
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ON THE WILD SIDE 


By Aaron Zarrow 


The clock shouts "6:00 A.M." I literally roll out of 
the mold my body has made in my waterbed and into the 
shower. As the warm water loosens the hinges of my 
body, I turn on my "Splash Dance" shower radio to the 
news report. The commentator first informs me of 
Reagan’s further exploits, then of a slaughter by the New 
York Giants, and finally, the ski report. "Mammoth has 
received 4 inches of new power and reports a base of 20 
inches. Upper mountain is closed due to rocks." There is 
slight pause of silence and then Jimi Hendrix asks. "Hey 
Joe, where you goin with that gun in your hand?" By the 
time the song is over, I step out of the shower and dry 
off. I inhale some Froot Loops, get in my already loaded 
station wagon, and set out to meet my friends at Motel 6. 

* * * * * 

Desolate interstate highway lies in front and in 
back of me. To my right is the frigid high desert of 
Mojave and to my left looms the pride of the Sierra 
Nevada. The radio has long since stopped receiving any 
normal stations so I am playing Cat Stevens on my thirty- 
dollar tape deck. Every so often, roads like Lane Sand 
Creek Lane head out into the expanse of the desert, 
seeming to go nowhere. I, like the thousands of other ski- 
bound travelers, whiz by at around sixty-five miles per 
hour, eyes peeled for police officers. 

* * * * * 


Ahead in the distance, I see a lone dirt road going 
towards the mountains. As I near it, I see trails of dust 
going in random directions. Drawing still closer, I see 
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that these dust trails are from motorcycles, zooming all 
over the beautiful, but desolate landscape. It appears to 
be a family. All of a sudden, I pass them all, as so many 
others have. I glance in the rear view mirror and see that 
one of the smaller motorcyclists has fallen. The father, 
picks up the fallen girl, everyone piles in the Cadillac, 
and they apparently are off to the closest hospital. Now a 
mile away, I flip over my self-made tape to the droves of 
Lou Reed. I think to myself, why would Lou Reed do a 
scooter commercial? At least he could have done one for 
motorcycles. Motorcycles. The family left their 
motorcycles!?! A million thoughts raised through my head. 
Get the motorcycles. How? Meet your friends and come 
back? No, too much time. Turn around. Think later. 

* * * * * 

I turn around. All five bikes are there. Four 
parked with their kickstands down. One, the little girl’s, 
fallen, leaking oil. I glace up a small trail; it goes the 
mile to the main chain of mountains and then is 
swallowed up by them. What is up there? How high does 
it go? How far can one person make it with only a 
motorcycle? Can I survive one night in those mountains? 
I snap myself out of the trance I am in. Don’t be an 
idiot. Go back to your car; ski with your friends. I start 
back to my car. I put the key in the ignition, turned the 
switch to on. The tape goes on, but the engine does not. 
"Hey Joe, take a walk on the wild side. Said Hey, babe, 
take a walk on the wild side." 

***** 

"Hey," I say to myself out loud, "listen to him, ‘take 
a walk on the wild side!" I hopped onto the fathers 
Honda 250, check the gas, start her up. I glance back 
after going up the mountain a little bit. The trail of dust 
left behind has pretty much cleared away. The now small 
wagon blends well with the chalky, bleached color of the 
desert. The huge snake of 1-14 could be seen for miles. 1 
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was so mad at that family for slicing up the land, but I 
am doing the same. Still, I go higher, and higher, 
following the trail, around a crest, out of sight of the 
road, of civilization. I stop, to stare, in awe of the 
blankness. A valley, stretching forever. Why did I come 
up here to see this?! 

***** 

I turn the bike around, very let down. I am about 
to start up the bike again, but something catches my eye. 
I look up, and there is a falcon circling above and to the 
right in the clear pale blue sky. I look down, and there is 
the pin-point of stark white, a doomed rabbit. The 
falcon, now about half a mile above the rabbit, curls its 
wings in and shoots seventy miles an hour straight down. 
When about one-hundred yards above, the predator opens 
its wings and shoots across the valley floor. In a puff of 
white fur, I think the rabbit is slain. The falcon rises 
with empty talons, though. The rabbit is safe in a hole. 

***** 

Like the Falcon, I am let down. His survival 
depends on routine search for food. Mine depends on my 
search for new things. This experience was new. On the 
wild side, there is let-down, fear, and death too, for the 
hole in which the rabbit hid from the Falcon was, in 
truth, a snake’s lair. On the other side, my wagon awaits. 
My chariot will take me to run with my friends, but I 
will be sheltered, it has been done before. 
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THE TAIL TALE 


By Robby Weisskirch 


I walked the straight path 
To the pond of green. 

I saw my friend the duck 

With its bright, white feathers gleaming in the breeze 
And its orange bill filled with pride. 

This duck seemed all too familiar. 

He seemed close to me 

Not because of my frequent visits. 

But because he seemed to be part of me. 

Was he my Innocence? 

No, that could not be. 

He was too full of pride 
Not easy enough to be lost. 

Perhaps he was my Conscience? 

That enigmatic voice 
of right and wrong? 

It seemed absurd. 

But then it struck me! 

He was my Honesty. 

That was it. I knew. 

He was familiar and alone. 

But I knew he would always be my friend the duck. 
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DIGRESSIONS 


By Holden Stuart 


I remember a movie I saw once which everyone 
said was really fantastic. I thought it was alright. It was 
all about this madman who went around killing people in 
their homes. But the thing that got me was when he was 
being chased by police at the end, he saw this guy with a 
bicycle. So what he did was he went over, shot the guy, 
and stole the bike. That nearly drove me crazy. I mean, I 
was only six and all, but I still couldn’t imagine how this 
guy could just kill him. And it all just sort of happened, 
too. He came on, got his guts blown out, and went out. 
No music to warn you he was gonna get nailed or 
anything. See, everyone else had real lousy music playing 
in the background before they got killed--to sort of warn 
you what was coming. But this guy with the bike, he 
didn’t get even the lousy music. That nearly drove me 
crazy. 

But it’s different when you write. You could 
never kill someone you didn’t like. People can’t just do 
that. I mean some do, of course. There’s lots of people 
like that all over the place. But, you see, you can’t just go 
out and blow a hole in someone’s stomach, but you can 
write that you went out and blew a hole in someone’s 
stomach. Not that I’d really want to, of course. But you 
can. That’s the beauty about writing. 

I sort of figure that if you can’t go and tell 
everyone what you want to, you might as well be living in 
a shoebox or something. I mean, all these people out there 
who find time for groups and lousy cliques and all—they 
don’t say anything, really. I mean, what is there to say? 
It’s an order, you know, like some great pyramid in the 
middle of Egypt, and if they say one thing wrong, they 
thing the whole damn thing’ll come falling down. 
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Anyhow, people like me’ve gotta walk around 
alone and stuff, but at least we can say what the hell we 
feel. 


You shouldn’t force yourself to write. It should 
just happen. I mean, there’s plenty to write about. Like 
once, I was sitting in English and we were supposed to be 
discussing this almighty classic written a million years 
ago by some deaf cripple. And I was sitting there, right 
in the middle of this English class, and I pulled out a 
damn piece of paper and started writing some damn poem. 
I really couldn’t give a damn about this English crap. 
And when I was finished what I did was, I folded it up 
and shoved it into my pocket and started a new poem, for 
Christsake! I don't know what Id do without pockets. 
The poem was just about this guy who’s found innocent 
of murder and then’s shot to death as he’s leaving the 
courthouse. And the funny thing is, you write like a 
madman on some poem about a convict who gets shot 
leaving a courtroom and you shove it into your pocket, 
and the next day it’s just gone. I mean, if it’s not in the 
washing machine or the dog’s stomach, it’s nowhere. And 
what’s funnier, you just sort of don’t care whether you 
find it or not. It just doesn’t matter. That’s what’s funny 
about it. 

Some guys know how to write, though, I have to 
admit. Take old Eliot. He’s a riot, that poem about this 
guy name of Prufrock. It’s called a love song, but it’s not 
really a love song or anything, just a lot of funny little 
lines about Michelangelo and pants and all. You should 
read it some time. It’s really a riot. It really is. That old 
Eliot can handle words. 

Most people think he’s rambling. Some people talk 
and some people just sort of ramble, you know, like 
aimlessly. I’m not against ramblers or anything, but it’s 
just, you gotta be careful about which one you’re talking 
to. Some guys talk with big words and they think they’re 
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damn princes or something. It’s like guys who finish first 
on tests and rattle all their stupid papers so you know 
they’re through. All of them have this thing, like they 
should get medals or something. 

But some guys ramble and you know all they are is 
mixed up a bit, that underneath, they’re trying to say 
something. These are the guys who never belong to any 
damn cliques or anything, because people are afraid of 
them, like they’re gonna say the wrong thing or 
something, and that’ll be the end. 

Meanwhile, you try to figure out what this guy’s 
saying—this rambler—but you can’t. That’s one thing 
about people. They never see what you want them to see. 
You could shove something right in their face and they 
won’t even notice it. I hate that about people. 

But that’s how it is. I mean, there’s this hole in my 
desk here, see, and you can tell people have sat here for 
hours just making this hole deeper and deeper with their 
pencils and all. And you figure, by the time in a hundred 
years someone finally punches this hole all the way 
through this table, some administrator’ll come along and 
replace the damn desk with a new metal one or something. 
But that’s how it is. 
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WHO AM I TO SAY? 


By Upkar Singh 


I can observe your movements 
And follow with identical motions 
I can stand close but never touch 

Your eyes represent the coldness of glass 
And the scattered splinters destroy your image 

I can not capture you, and embrace you in my arms 
I can not control you by the night and by the day 
It is your choice to withhold, for who am I to say? 
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DREAM: FREE VERSE, FORETHOUGHT 
By Ted Hamilton 


An alcoholic watches the world pass him by 

and laughs... then cries 

He is the long suffering type. 

come and take a ride with me 

To watch the world pass away 

This is the only freeway 

All these spatial relationships 

fascinate me. 

I lie on the bottom of the world 
stare down at the stars 
(And wonder how far) 
are these glittering holes 
in the black canvas of my head 
I realize that on the outside 
and behind 

is the brilliance of God 

He lies cut off from his children 
watching it all pass him by 
He laughs first, them cries. 

To feel, reaching, groping 
the world’s subtle signs 
the earth’s tender signs 
And not to be bored 
That is my one act of pride. 
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WONDER? 


By Josh Deutchman 


She needed to find something; some sort of 
hallucination. 

She knew it had to be in some sort of box; whether 
the box was red or green or chartreuse did not matter. 

The hallucination had to be in a very small "artsy" store 
that sold penny candy to little children. Finally, after 
days of searching, she found the store. All the boxes were 
there, each with a different thought or dream. (It had to 
be an inexpensive box, though, as she had only $18.00.) 

Finally, she ended up purchasing a box with no 
particular shape or color. The object was in a way 
rectangular, yet it looked like a triangle. Slowly she ran 
her fingers around its sides, guessing at its surprises. 
After taking the box out of the store, she promenaded 
happily to Open Meadow Park on Euphoria Avenue. 
Bouncing happily past the fields. She said her hellos to 
the birds and chattered incessantly with the squirrels. In 
the middle of Open Meadow Park lay a green bench that 
beckoned the girl to sit down upon its Ornamental 
exterior. After sitting down on the bench, she surveyed 
her surroundings carefully; and with a contented smile, 
slowly opened the box. Although she was quite happy 
with the box, she felt her fingers trembling nervously 
while opening the hallucination. 

While the sky turned purple-pink, the flowers curiously 
questioned the girl who seemed so happy and excited. 
Contemplating if she should open the box completely. She 
toyed with her maroon scarf. Thoughts raced through her 
mind. 

What will tomorrow hold? 

Did yesterday matter? 

Awakened from her thoughts by the breeze, she opened 
her eyes, and with a reluctant sigh, she closed the box and 
tossed it to the wind. 
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DECADENCE TO DUSK 
By Karen Shavelson 


Still casting its glowing rays, the 
daystar has begun to lose. 

As always, the battle against 
now approaching twilight. 

Before me, the azure expanse mirrors 
the fiery fingers 

That east long shadows 
On the warm dunes that shape 
And reshape under a mild autumn breeze. 

No longer dominated by a burning 
ball, the sky 

Takes on pastel shades of its own. 

But to the east the colors are 
elaborate and breathtaking, only 
half of the 

Glowing orb can be seen above 
the distant green hilltops. 

And eventually the rest of the sky 

darkens. 

But to the east the colors intensify 
as the light hides below the horizon 
Until only a glimmer is seen. 

And the eastern spectrum grows. 
Then light is gone, color is gone 
Until the cycle continues tomorrow. 


13 
















THE PRIVATE 


By Seth Masket 

The general edged his way through the trees 
toward the clearing. The wide, grassy area was visible 
now, and he could make out the shadow of another man 
across the Knoll. Feeling a bit nervous, he broke off 
several branches in his way, though they were easily 
avoidable. The purpose of his mission was not known to 
him yet; he knew only that he was to meet this man. 

As the two men approached each other, the general 
noticed that the other man was dressed differently. 
That’s the uniform of the enemy, he thought, as a nervous 
chill trickled up his spine. The other man had obviously 
made the same discovery, since he was blotting his 
forehead with his sleeve in a cold sweat. 

The two met in the center of the field. Neither 
said a word for about a minute, until the general broke 
the ice saying, "I see by your insignia that you’re an 
admiral. I’m a general." 

"Yes, I know," responded the admiral. "But could 
you please tell me where you learned my language so well. 
I’m impressed." 

The general replied. "I always make an effort to 
learn the enemy’s language. I find it comes in handy." 

"I see. Then, can you tell me why we are here?" 
the other asked. 

"I’m afraid I know no more than you do. I suppose 
we should discuss the war." 

"What’s to discuss?" asked the admiral. "Your boys 
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keep killing ours, and ours keep killing yours. Let our 
leaders negotiate peace." 

The general smiled. Yes, he thought, that’s the 
way of things. It seemed all to easy to pass the buck onto 
his superiors. That was their job, after all. All the 
generals and admirals are supposed to worry about is 
winning the war; losing is not something for which a 
leader is well remembered. Still, there was some pathetic 
irony to this whole situation, he thought. His mind 
drifted back home, where his son was getting married and 
his daughter was graduating law school .... No. He had to 
stop himself. His job was for his country, not himself. 

"While we’re here," the general began, "I do believe 
we should discuss the war. It seems only appropriate. We 
seem to have been chosen as delegates." 

"Very well, but I don’t know what you intend to 
gain. This war simply will not end until you imperialists 
stop meddling in other nations’ business. My troops know 
this, and they will not put down their weapons until our 
nation is recognized." The admiral silently criticized 
himself. He could tell his political fervor was showing. 

"Can’t you understand," retorted the general, "that 
we are only here to defend the rights of average citizen 
from repression? It is you who are the imperialists, 
imposing your oppressive government onto simple 
peasants." 

"So there’s our war," said the other. "Our countries 
don’t understand each other, so we kill each other." 

The general suddenly had a chilling thought. "You 
realize, of course, that if I don’t kill you. I’ll be failing in 
my duty." 

The admiral frowned. "I hadn’t thought of that. It 
makes sense, but I must admit, I do not wish to kill you." 
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The general could tell that his adversary was sincere by 
the look in his eyes. Neither one wanted to kill the other, 
yet neither wanted to betray his country. The admiral 
was clearly torn between the two evils, but the general 
quickly made up his mind. 

The admiral was slow to react; thinking he was 
still wearing his revolver, he had intended to shoot the 
agressor. But, as fate would have it, neither one was 
carrying any weapon but fists, which the general 
successfully used. The admiral, however, was quick back 
to his feet, and answered the next punch with a powerful 
kick to the general’s chest. Stunned, he fell to the ground, 
but not before he could take out the admiral’s knees. The 
both crawled to a large nearby rock to regain their breath, 

"I’m getting far too old for this stuff," said the 

admiral. 

The general laughed. "I know what you mean." He 
was now thoroughly disgusted with himself. "I’m glad my 
kids aren’t here seeing this. They always thought of me 
as sort of a pacifist for an officer." 

"Mine, too." The talk of children instantly struck 
feelings which had long since been suppressed by battle. 

"Let’s call a truce," suddenly begged the general. 
"Right here and now. We shall not kill each other. We 
will tell our superiors that we have seen the enemy, and 
no longer wish to engage." 

The admiral didn’t say a word. He did what was 
customary to do to a friend in his nation: he leaned over 
and hugged the other man. 

The play ended early that morning as it had every 
morning since the private had been there. The familiar 
bugle, followed by yelling from an angry sergeant, 
brought the soldier back into the world he knew and 
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hated. Later that day, he would once again pray for his 
drama to come true. He grabbed his rifle and climbed 
outside of the tent. 
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"THE BATTLE HYMN OF THE LAZY HONORS 

STUDENT" 

By Marc Herman 

(To be sung to the tune of 
"Supercalif ragilisticexpialidocious") 

(Andante) 

He’s failing out of algebra and thinks that it’s o.k. 

She’s ditching typing daily ’cause she doesn’t wish to stay. 
Maintaining high class rankings in their little secret way 

In honors classes they receive a golden five-point A! 

(Verse) 

They breezed through elementary without the slightest 

sweat. 

They haven’t found a high school class that interests them 
yet. 

Even that C in auto shop keeps Yale a certain bet. 

’Cause averaged with three 5-point A’s it’s an impressive 
net! 

OH! 

HUM-DIDDLE-DIDDLE-DIDDLE-HUM-DIDDLE-EYE- 

HUM-DIDDLE-DiDDLE-DIDDLE-DUM-DIDDLE-EYE' 

(AHEM) 

(raise your voice one octave) 

The five-point A’s in history keep harder classes fair. 

The book will make you hibernate as if you were a bear. 
The history department, though, has quite an added flair. 
They’re all the sort of characters who could have starred 
in "Hair!" 

(Lower, with an English accent) 

I can’t profess to know if honors math is all that rough. 

In school I never seemed to be an honest numbers buff. 

But science I attest to as without a doubt quite tough. 
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I took three weeks of A.P. chem. and that was quite 
enough! 

OH! 

HUM-DIDDLE-DIDDLE-DIDDLE-HUM-DIDDLE-EYE- 

HUM-DIDDLE-DIDDLE-DIDDLE-DUM-DIDDLE-EYE- 

(AHEM) 

(lentment s’il vous plait por favor old chap) 

The famed English department has become my favorite 
wing. 

Though "Beowolf" was just a useless literary fling. 

Without that class I shan’t have penned this ditty you can 
sing. 

In which I cry to all the world that I ain’t learned a 
thing. 

Yay! 
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BLACK BOY 


by Erik Menendez 

What goes on in a young African boy’s mind? Is it pain, 
hunger, thirst, sorrow? Not all boys from Africa have 
such worries, but clearly this tortured boy does, tortured 
by the pain and hunger of his dying county. 

His small suffering eyes show the sadness throughout. 

The millions of curls which combine to make the boy’s 
hair, are not groomed for show but merely for protection 
from the sun. The flattened lips which seal his mouth 
closed tremble with the thought of food. 

The flattened nose sucks in the dead dry air of the land. 

The eyebrows from past generations have almost 
completely burned away. All that now remains is a thin 
line that proves they were once there. 

And if one stares close enough one can almost see a tear 
filled with pain wither its way down the dirt covered 
skin. 

This world of the small black boy is so totally different 
than our world. 

Imagine a world without modern advanced systems, a 
world where money means nothing and you imagine his 
country. 

The following quote very much pertains to this young 
boy. It is from the last and most meaningful paragraph 
in the book Black Bov, by Richard Wright. 

"With ever watchful eyes bearing scars, visible and 
invisible .... And if men were lucky in their living on 
earth they might win some redeeming meaning for their 
having struggled and suffered here beneath the stars." 
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ORANGES 


By Josh Deutchman 


Oranges 

peeling the oranges 
fragrant memories of 
days past 

Forgotten yesterdays that 
are left on the hunter 
with the rest of the peels 
breaking apart the sections 
understanding why some 
look so good 
or look so bad 
everyone wants some pieces 
of the orange 
but only the good ones 
a small child takes a section 
and 

rubs it all over 
his 

face 

reveling in the beauty of 
smell and taste and 

stickiness 

The seeds are left all over the 
floor 

Only to be picked up 
by an old wise 
man who knows their 
value and knows 
that there will be 
more 
oranges. 
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ODE TO A CULTURAL DESERT 
By Clea Benson 


The Valley’s dawn beheld 
A fragile donut franchise 
Poised at the edge of life 
Upon the undeflowered land. 

A stream, spewing slurpee. 

Begat the great boulevards 
Oozing slowly in a grid pattern, 

Stucco engendered stucco until 
The malignancy was complete. 

The proletariat, manifestations 
Of distorted carbon (monoxide) 

Sucked nectar from grape bubble yum 
As they aspired to Datsun 280 ZX’s 
Achieving transcendental oneness 
With the crowded shopping temples. 

O, this land of highest per-capita plastic use! 
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THE MERITS OF PUBLIC EDUCATION 


By Mike Huemer 


It is for no good reason that a person born in this 
country should spend seventeen years of his life in school 
before he is properly educated to make a decent living. 
Nor is there good reason why he should be 
unconditionally forced to attend any schooling at all. 

Is knowledge not valuable? Generally, it is, but 
only if those who have it value it. Suppose the public 
schools incorporated into their curriculum mandatory 
classes on the art of underwater basket weaving. 
Certainly, people could find time to learn this skill 
(perhaps with more time in school), but why would they 
want to? Obviously, they would not, and no one would 
want them to. Some knowledge is simply not needed. 
What makes knowledge important is either its practical 
application towards helping its owner or the value its 
owner places upon it as being interesting. Beyond this, 
learning does not benefit the learned and certainly does 
not benefit anyone else. 

Perhaps it is felt that society as a whole may 
benefit from compulsory education, but I can see no 
reason why every member of society is thought to be 
responsible to society and not the other way around. It 
seems that where a person does not directly harm others, 
he should neither be required to serve others if this is not 
beneficial in his own estimation. 

Furthermore, forced education is not beneficial to 
society or to those who wish to learn o.- even to those who 
do not wish to learn. Those who wish to learn are 
actually impaired by the presence of the others, who 
divert resources and waste time and money. Those who 
do not wish to learn will learn little but instead will find 
a convenient time and place for drug trafficking at school 
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or for whatever else they find necessary to adequately 
reject the authority which keeps them in school. This 
type of social backlash is not beneficial to anyone. 

And isn’t seventeen years quite a long time? The 
time could be shortened if one learned only about things 
relevant to one’s future occupation. This would mean a 
more productive economy due to people who would enter 
the work force sooner. 

So why at,e we really in school? Is it no more than 
an odd coincidence that the thing the public schools do 
most effectively and consistently is to promote 
nationalism through means such as the constant presence 
of an American flag in every classroom, to be saluted 
every day from kindergarten through high school? 
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OUT BEYOND THE BARN 


Anonymous 


Yeah, no kidding and 
you are out beyond the barn. 

And all of it is gone 
straight away 
you— 

no, all of it. 

And with no mirror for miles 
to reflect upon 

you can only look at what is left 
hoping there is enough to give 
a shadow in the sun. 

Will you curl a toe into the black soil 
with the fields turning liquid and gold? 
Then let the stupid field mouse stand for 
state of mind. 

Your hair must be feeling more and more 
like common fur. 

And your body like a blushing skeleton, 
and your feet like two sticky darts 
in the ground. 

And there is no way you can make it 
back along a bristled plow path 
to conjure up in the sweet stenchy barn 
a rosy cherub and fat, 
to sing of "self.” 
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THE ANONYMOUS CALLER 
By Allison Kulber 


Behold! The Anonymous caller. Five o’clock finds 
her spectral fingers trembling in anticipation of the 
plastic caress of the telephone’s receiver. Her hungry eyes 
devour the directory with a relentless voracity... until - 
one number seems larger than all seems to be emblazoned 
on the sallow paper. In a dream she dials the numbers, 
shudders deliciously as she hears the first almost tentative 
ring. This, then, is her existence. 

There are two unanswered rings; and twice her 
heart goes surging down the wires. By the third she is in 
despair. 

"You have reached the feedback cross-connection!" 
Saved by the jovial voice, she remembers to breathe - is 
still gasping like an asphyxiated rabbit when the voice 
cuts through her racing mind. 

"Hello? Hello? is ... is anyone on the line?! She is 
awash with emotions which conflict and confuse. 

'Hello?" It is the voice again, but her blank terror 
is absurd. She couldn’t lose him, couldn’t let him hang up. 

She manages to whisper "Hello." Now with the 
initial reaction dissipated, the impenetrable wall crumbled 
in pieces at her feet, she is filled with exuberance. She 
waits for the inevitable question and knows it is the most 
important of all. 

The masculine voice on the other end of the line 
who did no! know he had become her life. Curious he 
asked, "Who is this?! 

There was a barely perceptible pause, then, "This is 
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Lisa Raleigh." and "How are you?" Chaos, and finally 
"What’s your name?" 

"I’m fine, Lisa. My name’s Peter." 

"Mmmn, tell me about yourself, Pete." She drawls. 
Suddenly, she wants to absorb everything. She needs to 
swallow as much of this man’s life as he would willingly 
surrender to her intense appetite. 

Flattered, he begins to speak, to pour out his 
precious being to her. Whenever he falters and threatens 
to halt, she is there with a graceful "yes", or a well-played 
"how interesting, tell me more." 

Yet too soon he finished - the strong flowing 
stream of words irrevocably gone, and her thirst for them 
barely slaked. Even as her euphoria faded, golden words 
- the golden words - rattle in through her ear, clanked 
and shuttered in the hollow of her mind to become her 
missing soul. 

"Tell me about yourself now, Lisa Raleigh." 

A deep breath, then, the words began rushing over 
each other, threatening to drown clauses and dangling 
participles in her near panic to define her existence. 

Tm 25, a little younger than yourself. A college 
grad, umm nyu. I love the theatre, art, avantgarde music, 
the ocean, Chinese peas, and wierd architecture. I really 
do love the theatre most. And I act, of course, lots of 
acting, in fact. I’m ... up for a part right now - real off 
broadway. And music! And I was homecoming queen in 
high school, plus a class officer, though that’s old hat 
now. I do some obscure modeling for a designer friend of 
mine. I love sushi, but I deplore bowties. Art turns me 
on. Any kind - as long as it has a profound, deep 
meaning. Oh, and I’m a democrat. Blue is my favorite 
color she gasps again. 
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The man on the other end of the line seizes the 
opportunity to insert a smooth, "I’d love to meet you, Lisa, 
you sound so very exciting. May I have your number?" 

"No!" She cries in abject horror. "I mean, ummm, 
I’d rather not give it out. Your number, let me get your 
number down. I’ll call you back tomorrow and we’ll make 
some plans." But as he gives it to her, then hangs up, she 
knows she will never speak with him again. 

Six o’clock falls upon her desperately clutching 
fingers in a death grip on the receiver. She dials again 
and again and again in an unalterated orgy of being. 
Once she is Susan Michaelson, then a motorcycle repair 
person, then a decorator, then Shara T., a college student, 
a free-lance photographer, then Tina Brazitos - a 
Nicaraguan refugee. She is never the same person twice; 
she never gives a second thought to the indentities she has 
been. Then, for the last time, she revels in being someone 
- a complete person, recognized and witnessed - having an 
identity. 

Behold! the anonymous caller. Midnight finds her 
spent fingers lying quiet upon the over turned telephone, 
the directory ragged and gutted fallen not far from the 
desperate spectre. This, then, is her existence. 
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REQUIEM FOR THREE 
UNFORTUNATE GOLDFISH 

By Marc Herman 


I was at a neighbor’s house the other day when a 
small tragedy took place. The family’s three year old 
daughter, an otherwise adorable little blue-eyed toddler, 
had squirted a bit of liquid hand soap into the goldfish 
bowl. The lives of the three aquatic family pets were in 
dire jeopardy. 

An emergency squad composed of the older child, 
the mother, and myself quickly carried the little fish to 
the sink for transfer to a cleaner bowl, but alas, the poor 
creatures were dead on arrival. The largest of the fish 
made a token attempt to survive, sitting complacently on 
the bottom of the bowl and forcing the water in and out 
of his mouth. Even he eventually succumbed to the 
deadly cleanser in his body and tilted onto his side in 
defeat. 

The mother seemed rather consumed with the 
notion of having the small child view this macabre scene, 
feeling it would teach the Koy killer a lesson. We all 
stood in quiet reverence as the three limp little bodies 
were dropped into porcelain purgatory and flushed off to 
their new fish tank. As expected, the insidious soap- 
wielding assassin found the whole grim episode quite 
amusing and giggled with delight as the corpses spiraled 
down into oblivion. 

The mother was not particularly upset by the 
entire sequence of events. Goldfish, after all, do not last 
very long anyway. Oh, she’d once had a gold fish that 
last a whole two years, but that was an inordinately 
robust specimen and was in no way representative of the 
average goldfish. 
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Last. American cars last. Well written poetry lasts. 
Good music lasts. Animals, I thought, lived. Though it 
may seem trifling, this quirk of semantics bothered me. 

When I got home I turned on the evening news and 
settled into an easy chair with the remote control in hand. 
Click, channel 2. 

. . .these unfortunate cancer victims are not 
expected to last much longer." 

Click, channel 4. 

. . .the rebels won’t last a year without more 
federal aid." 

Click, channel 7. 

" . . .AIDS patients may last six months longer with 
this new drug." 

Click, channel 11. 

. . .the famine-stricken population of eastern 
Africa can’t last through another winter." 

Click, channel 13. 

" . . .the city council reports that the homeless may 
be able to last another week without shelter." 

I turned the T.V. off as my father entered the 
room, "Anything interesting going on in the world today?" 

"No, dad," I responded. "Things are coming along 
just swimmingly." 
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GRAFFITI 


By Tony Naranjo 


I would be a can of spray paint 
Because I do a lot of graffiti 
On the walls. 

And the can of paint I would like to be 
Is all of the colors in one can of paint. 

I would have a solid gold top and a solid gold can 
And I’d write on all the subways. 

I would really enjoy being that. 

I feel a lot of colors dripping 
Off the walls 

And all the colors blending together 
To make a piece of art. 
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